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Peter Pan 


“Get back here, you!” 

Cried an enraged Peter Pan, 

Who was still hopped-up on Faerie Dust, 
To his shadow. 

“T didn’t mean to kill that guy, I mean it,” 
Said Peter as he pulled out his thread 
and needle. 


Who Needs The Sun? 


Through the window people scurry. 
Floating sponges are ringing out 
And incomplete flowers lay before me. 


An inviting umbrella walks by. 


Tuesday 


When 

you tell 

me 

in your 

tender voice 
of the 

sky 

so blue, 

all the birds 
become golden 
and the clouds 
tremble. 

I 

enjoy 

being with 
you a- 

mid 

the flow- 

ers. 


Mechanical Steve and the Pretty Flower 


Machines revolve around the world and send 
Waves and signals through my pristine flesh, 
Scrambling patterns of energy 

Mother Nature, reasoned, gave. 

“Progress,” one claims to me. 

Go, surround yourself 

With your trinkets. 

I will dance 

In the 

Sun. 


Candlestick Sonata in C Major 


Behold! 

Monuments to 

Ancient pangs. Feel! the warmth 
Emanating. Kiss warm blue sky 
And die. 


Gather 

Your soul and heart. 

Bang upon leather drum. 
Riddles rain down, enveloping 
We two. 


Beware! 

Approaching slow: 

There, through the underbrush: 
Slithering stones of deceit and 
Beauty. 


Starlight 

Filters my brain. 

Heavy tomes line my eyes. 

A warm wind caresses the trees. 
W hat’s love? 


Slip by, 

Worn, tattered dreams! 

Do don your overcoat; 

It’s chilly out. Here, I'll show you 
The door. 


Little Hands 


I’ve tried so long and so hard 

to write a poem for you. 

Scribbled in my mind a thousand times over. 
Catching the wind is easier 

Than finding words worthy of you. 

But you never needed any. 

Your face is a poem, 

Your eyes, your little hands. 

The way you enter a room. 

J remember when I looked upon you and saw the sun. 
To hell with sonnets. 
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Kindred 


In a clearing one day I came upon a rose. 
How it got there, heaven only knows. 


Isolated from its brethren, alone it grows. 
You could then say I am a rose, I suppose. 
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A Bloomin’ Shame 


She is like a flower, you see; 
If only I hadn’t this allergy. 


Astronomy 


The stars of Missouri are bright, 
Very easy to see on a clear night. 
The stars of Virginia are not quite 
As bright, though they might 
Occasionally offer a worthy sight. 


Act My Age 


Deep down, I’m merely a child, 
Full of wonder and rather wild. 
If others were more like me, 
They could relax and finally see 
What it truly is to be free. 
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Making Sense 


That which once was pure 

Was tainted by loss of innocence. 

At that moment I was sure 

That this world never did make sense. 
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Desert Rose 


Among the flowers forced to wilt 

By the brevity of the fiery sun 

Stood a flower given the sword’s hilt, 
Which had never before been done. 
Hailing from the land of the dune, 

Its overwhelming beauty demands 

To be hidden by vast sands, 

Viewed only by the stoic moon. 

And yet there it is, safely rooted: 
Mother Nature’s treasury deftly looted. 


Be Kind and Rewind 


Through the many years I’ve found 
Life would be better off rewound. 
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Cafe Brasil 


Smoke curls upward and out, 

saturating our lungs. 

The waitress was beautiful once 

and still is. 

She places coffee on the table next to us. 

Rain plays upon the green-stripe awning 

and trickles off: 

watercurtain. 
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Circumferences 


I will uproot you! 

Four blue heads snicker and sneer. 

Autumnal mathematics etched willy-nilly undulate spasmodically 
To the musical stylings of Willie Nelson (when he could sing). 
Ripped pelvises adorn your hallways 

And jingle to acknowledge each step made. 

Balanophages wriggle and in general make merriment 

In the trees overhead, branches trembling. 


Every woman is her own kind of beautiful. 

Will Sheff dances with a Cantonese Bible 

And sips tea in some dark corner. 

Surely an infantile infantry is infinitely infallible. 
Love is granular and not passive; 

It is quiet explosions, a rainbow in the head. 


Ode 


Roses are red, 
Violets are blue. 
Life’s a bitch, 
And so are you. 
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Limerick 


There once was a man at home 
Who wanted to visit Rome. 
But he’s a pauper, 

For his wife’s a shopper, 


So instead he bought a lawn gnome. 
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My Heart 


Sometimes I wish it to be stone. 
Alas, it is no longer my own. 
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Ethiope 


For Paul 


Oh Ethiope, Oh Ethiope, 
You wretched misanthrope! 


I watch you, wizened Ethiope, 
As you uncouthly grope 
All the food you can. 


Ethiope, O Ethiope, 
You're sliding down a slippery slope 


Now. 


Ethiope, O Ethiope, 
Is there no hope 
For my little Ethiope? 
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Residue 


I wrap you around other women 
like a fancy fur coat. 

But you're always too big. 

Or small. 

A bit itchy. 

Our ghost bleeds through my mind. 
Where are you? 
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Transcend 


Remove thyself from the cities, 
Filled with people and their pities. 
Seek refuge in the holy wood 


And live the way a good man should. 


Bend low, and hear the treble 
In every flower, tree and pebble. 


The sun is warm, despite the breeze: 


My bones adrift in verdant seas. 
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Forecast: 
a turtle caught 
in the rain 
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Warm winds circulate; 
Last seeds rattle in their husk. 


Cliffs of Tojinbo... 


Zt 


Two O'Clock 


Two o'clock. Midnight somewhere. 


Tell me of your love, Gypsy woman. Inundate me with your broken 
whispers, sweet lady. Wrap me in your golden blanket of desires 
and drip me from your fiery tongue. I long for your willowy em- 
brace, and never have the diamonds shone brighter. 


Along the wall a frog madly hops as if where he’s going matters. 
Why do we always hop so? 


Snick snack I light up a cigarette as I toss the box. Bing bang 'm 
waiting for a train. Gullah Gullah Island is a fantastic place to be. 
I wish I lived there, man. 


Swords dangle from the onset of my eyelashes. Crush cube soda 
machine whirly mother with a slicked-back, tricked-out suit. I don’t 
need no excuses, I don’t need no bread, and | sure as hell don’t need 
no rules to tether my brain. I am flying free, my friend, the highest 
winds tickle my mind and [ trumpet with my heart the sounding of 
everlasting love and joy and purity. Rocks fall down onto the tarp 
that is my past. Lightning bolts down from the ethereal splendor 
that is my consciousness. I piss a sea of flames and no man or Chi- 
huahua can send me packing. No. 


Love trickles down, slow as time seems. Lust tumbles down the 
slippery slope, never reaching maximum velocity. Women have 
hopes and dreams and legs and breasts, and what man denies these 
truths? ‘To pick the tender flower. 


Between the trees and among the grasses, you will find it. It is a 
heaving, heaping pile of something or other. Gouged eyes bleed 
through dried puss. Festering skin and boils make me love it. You 
too will fall. 


Spartacus demanded freedom. Spartacus died. He was willing. 
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To kiss the tarnished face of destiny, that old and cracked thing. 
That is on my To Do list. 


I breathe metal and speak jasmine. My flickering eyes focus in and 


out on the passing world. Snippets of differing realities coalesce 
and my voice shatters. Tenderness is gone but not forgotten. 
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The Suitcase 


The setting is a train station, mid-day. Outside and next to the 
railways sits Chris, a man with much on his mind. Coming onto 
the stage from the left is Joe, a friend of his. A whistle can be 
heard. 


Joe 
Hello there, Chris! 

Chris 
How goes it? 

Joe 


We missed you at last night’s get-together. We were wondering 
what could’ve become of you, what with— 
Joe catches sight of the suitcase.) 


What’s that? 
Chris 
(With a grin.) 
A suitcase. 
Joe 


My eyes work quite well. It’s the omniscience that’s slipping. 


Chris 


Can’t a man enjoy the fresh air with a suitcase by his side? 


Joe 
(Pointing an accusing finger.) 
You're hiding something! 


Chris 
(Innocently.) 
Me, hide something? 
Joe 


Yes, you, hide something. What have you got in there? 
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Chris 
I can’t tell you. 


Joe 
Can’t tell me? 

Chris 
Can’t tell you. 

Joe 
Well, why ever not? 

Chris 
Youre not ready. 

Joe 


Well, whatever it is, you must know what you're talking about. So 
il just let it be. 
(Joe shrugs his shoulders and sits on the bench, next to 


Chris.) 


Have you read Sidney Pinafore’s newest novel? 


Chris 
No, I can’t say that I have. 


Joe 
Well, it simply is a masterful stroke of the mind. 


Chris 
Oh, yes? I’ve always thought much of his work. A living legend, is 
what he is. 


Joe 


Would you care to read it now? 


Chris 
You have it? 
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Joe 
Why, yes. Here you are. 


Joe hands him the book.) 


Chris 
I thank you, good sir. 


(Instantly and increasingly Chris becomes engrossed in 
the finest work so far written, as Joe looks on with a face 
that reveals his intentions. Eyeing Chris and then the 
suitcase and then Chris, slowly Joe makes his move. But 
as he gets up with it in his hand Chris notices and a slight 
scuffle ensues.) 


Chris 
Ruffian! How dare you beguile me with Pinafore! 


Joe 


I just want to take a look inside. 


Chris 
I do, too. 


(Both men stop moving, each firmly grasping the suit- 
case at both ends.) 


Joe 


(From across the length of the suitcase.) 
Do you mean to tell me that you haven’t opened 
this suitcase? 


Chris 
No. 
Joe 
You were willing to bruise a dear friend, or worse, and you don't 
even know what for? 
(Nose in the air.) 
I’m not quite sure how this speaks to your character. 
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Chris 
Well...I do know what’s in there. 


Joe 


Come now, out with it! 


Chris 
I might tell you if you get your mitts off of it. 


Joe has relinquished the treasure.) 


Joe 
There you are, you and only you are touching the suitcase. Now, 
if you would be so kind as to 
(With noticeable aggravation.) 
open the thing. 


Chris 
Dear Joe, have you considered that perhaps one isn’t meant to 
comprehend some things? Surely, no one can know all of what is, 
has been and will be. No, I think some things are best left un- 
known. It seems things have been set up this way. 


Joe 
If you won't open it, tell me what’s in there, at the very least. You 
promised. 


Chris 
I said I might tell you. 


Joe 


The promise was implied. 


Chris 
( Looking around.) 
Are you certain you can keep this under your hat? 


Joe 


I swear on Pinafore. 
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Chris 
(Making sure the coast is clear once more.) 
Contained within this unassuming briefcase, my dear friend, is 
the meaning of life. 


Joe 


(Trying to mask interest with incredulity.) 
Youre joking. 


Chris 
[ am quite serious. Why do you think I haven’t opened it yet? 


Joe 
(Pondering strenuously and looking the part, 
gives up.) 
I don’t know, why? 


Chris 
Nothing would ever be the same. The reason you haven't seen me 
recently is because I’ve been spending my time trying to decide 
what to do with this suitcase. Someone can’t just take a glance in- 
side and expect to exist as they did. It is a very heavy thing. 


(A whistle is heard. Joe has been looking at the ground 
for a portion of Chris’s explanation and now looks back 


up.) 
Joe 
Let’s open it! 
Chris 
Did you not listen to what I just— 
Joe 
Interrupting.) 


Here’s what I think. We’re all living this mess of a life, ramblers 
every one. It seems to me that if we can find some answers—find 
some meaning—then, well, we should. 
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Chris 
(Thinking a moment.) 
You're right. Okay, here we go. 


(Both situate themselves on the ground in order to get a 
proper view as Chris unlatches the suitcase. At this point 
he has not actually opened it.) 


Chris 


This is going to change our lives. 


Joe 


I’m ready. 
(Nodding, Chris opens the suitcase. Both stare inside for 
a considerable amount of time. A whistle blows, and both 


men throw themselves in front of a passing train.) 


The End 
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Gray's grateful fish draws on the meta- 
physical and emotional worlds in a way 
that puts into words what all of 
mankind is trying to say. Using myriad 
tools, you can follow a line through the 
transcendent world that underscores 
everyday life. This is a piece not easily 
put down, writing that is not easily for- 
gotten, and a captured reflection that is 
within each of us. 


— Parrish Ravelli 


From the witty epigrams “A Bloomin! 
Shame” and “Be Kind and Rewind” to 
the stream-of-consciousness prose 
poem “Two O'Clock” to the existential- 
ist one-act play “The Suitcase,” Gregory 
Gray explores form and genre in grateful 


fish. The reader's reward? “Quiet explo- 


sions, a rainbow in the head.” 


— Beth Copeland 
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